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SLOPER’S CARD PARTY. 


“T regret to say that before long the public may be made acquainted, through the medium of the Law Courts, with another Society Scandal. For some time 
past, Poor Papa has been giving Card Parties at Mildew Court, his guests being culled from the flower of the aristocracy, as well as from the back alleys of 
Whitechapel. It appears that for many nights the Dook had suspected the play of Mr. Moses, and on Sunday Billy openly accused the Hebraic One of cheating. 
Mr. Moses has since called on his solicitor, but he declines to act for him until the last account is paid. Pa’s simply mad with raye about it.””—Toorsiz. 


AN pa a daa INTERRUPTION. LONG MEGQG’S MAD PRANKS. 
ZANE ASS ‘ ae Wee } X 


IN the time of Henry the Eighth, of famous'memory, we are 
told there was born, of very honest and healthy parents, a 
maid, called, for her excess in height, Long Meq : for she 
did not only pass all the rest of her country in the length of 
her proportion, but every limb was so fit to her tallness that 
she seemed the picture and shape of some tall man cast in 
@ woman's mould. 

Being determined, at the age of eighteen, to go into service 
in London and learn city fashions, she, and three or four 
lasses more, took places in a carter’s waggon. Arriving, 
after a long journey, at Clerkenwell, Meg asked the carrier 
who had brought them, what they were to pay him, and 
were told ten shillings a-piece. “You are a merry man,” 
quoth Meg ; “’tis more than we have in our purses. No; 
you are our countryman and our neighbour, and we are poor 
wenches and far from our friends. You shall have a gallon 
of wine, and if ever we come to keep houses of our own here 
in London, look for amends, In the meantime, to make up 
the bargain, you shall have of everyone of us a kiss for a 
favour.” 

At this the carrier stormed, and Meg smiled, which made 
him so mad, he swore if they would not pay him his money 
he would cudgel ten shillings out of their bones. “ Marry 


fee 1. dead mashed 2. Seating himself by her side, Timkins soon be- 3. The waiter returned unexpectedly. Timkins, in J ry os . 
sa call in at eae Ther teelv aed alee ied her from the cara obll vivdsto aught but the voiceofthecharmer, his excitement, used language which, when he resumed content,’ quoth Meg again, and she up with her staff and 
muzy throng and dispatched a waiter for refresh- and he had just commenced a stuttering froposal, _his declaration later on, caused him to receive au indig- laid him on the shoulders, where she so beswinged the 
— Es, ment. when— nant refusal, carrier and his man, that the poor creatures desired her, for 


2 


God's sake, to hold her hands, “Not I, base knave,” quoth she, 
“unless upon conditions, and that is this, that first thou bestow 
upon each of us a handsel to our good luck hereafter in London, 
and that thou swear not to depart out of this town till thou hast 
jaced us all three with mistresses, otherwise, as I am a true 
Lircakive lass, | will so bombast thee, as all carriers shall take 
examples by thee for displeasing a wench.” The luckless rogue, 
having had quite enough of it, agreed to these terms, and that day 
waited on the hostess of the “ Eagle,” at Westminster, who, engas- 
ing Meg, said that she must also keep order among her unruly 
customers, and see she (the mistress) was not cheated. ‘Content, 
mistress,” said Meg, “for while I serve you, if any stale cutter (cut- 
purse) comes in and thinks to pay the shot with swearing, hey ! 
gous’ wounds ! let me alone, | will not only (if hisfclothes be worth 
it) make him pay ere he pass, but lend him as many bats (blows) 
as his crag will carry, aad then throw him out of duors.” 

The company present all smiled at this, and one gallant, Sir 
James of Castile,asked the maid if she dare exchange n box on the 
ear with him, She agreed willingly, and allowed him the first 
blow, which he gave with all his might, but without shaking her 
Ialance, Then she gave the knight a box on his ear and spread 
him out flat upon the ground, at which all smiled again, but smiled 
more broadly. 

Among Meg's mistress’ customers was one of the Vicars of 
Westminster, who every morning, after Mass, came in for a pot of 
ale and a toast, which were chalked up to him until the score 
amounted to five shillings, when he would be called upon to dis- 
charge it. On one occasion, however, the Vicar disputing the 
account, Meg cried, “The foul ill take me, mistress, if 1 misreckon 
the limmer loon one penny too much.” And with that she 
reached the Vicar such a box on the ear that he reeled again. 
Between them there was many a sore blow, but at length Meg 
took Master Vicar by both ears and proceeded, as she said, “to 
knock two shillings and twopence (the sum iu dispute) out of his 
bald pate against a post,” until he cried for mercy and paid up. 

Sir James of Castile, before mentioned, was much given to (r- 
ging of his prowess in arms, and Meg's mistress, in jest, bade him 
chastise for her a man whom he would meet in a guard's satin 
suit in St. George's Fields. Meg, thus attired, met him, and, they 
crossing swords, speedily disarmed him, and, labo a dagger, 
swore to apete his life only on condition that he waited on her at 
supper as her humble servant. The poor knight, not liking to die, 
agreed, and when supper time came was considerably astonished 
to fiud that Meg, in disguise, had been his conqueror. The com- 
pany assembled, who had been in the secret, all laughed at him 
unmercifully, and he had to wait behind the waiting maid's chair 
for fear of another drubbing. 


* . Ld 
“Is that all?” asked Alexandry. 
“No!” said Billiam ; “there's better to come. 
(Next week,“ More Mad Pranks." ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
SS 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 
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JONATHAN PIGSWASH.— Zhe rumour that this journal will 
shortly he incorporated with the Methodist Recorder is absolutely 
false. Where did you get that ha—we mean impression, from ? 
— bansury. — Thanks, no; they are not in our line. — H. F. 
(Croydon).——Oh, yes; we have known a man drink gin and 
water all the afternoon and keep sober; but then he-was sucha 
very slow drinker, it took him most of the time to get through one 
tumbler,——FRANK JACKSON.—WW%e will place your case before 
the judges. ——VAN.—You will soon be all the rage, dear.— 
J.L. B. (Hull).—Sorry we cannot make use of your sketches, old 
chap. You write a very nice letter, but you draw jolly badly. 
Cee The dear man had evidently been looking upon the 
“ Eno” when it was effervescing, (2). MeQ@ooseley always begins 
the day's festivitiesonarumand milk. and endsthem ona stretcher, 
—H. Harrer.— You will get the present, doubtless, if you con- 
tinue toapply. Patience ix before cleanliness tn competitions of 
this sort.——SLAVEY.— Many thanks, but there is no vacancy at 
Mildew Court just at present.—VJ. J.—Thanks, but we have no 
space to spare, —— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and Onited States of America, post-free : 
3 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Siok LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 


lee 
And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” witl be given for the 
Best Solution of the Problem, 


“WHAT'S TO BE DONE WITH THE TWINS?” 


Please address, in strict confidence— 


THE BABY FARMER, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


*.* The List will close TUESDAY, MARCH 10TH, 1891. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~— 


“DEAR Mrs. SLOPER,—Would you kindly lend me Mr. SLOPER 
for the evening, as 1 want him to act as chaperon for my daughter 
Eliza, who is going to a kiss-in-the-ring aud winkle-tea conversa- 
zivne, aud the girl wants looking alter. 

“ Yours obediently, SARAH CLUPPINS.” 


“DEAR Mrs, CLUPPINS,—You can wink your other eye as much 
ax you like, but not on this journey. If SLOPER's going to look 
after your Eliza U'll take good care he looks after her a matter of 
three or four miles. Scratching does him a bit of good somet mes— 
but not with other girls’ hairpins—on those cheeks of his. Not out 
of this tap. “ Yours sincerely, Mrs, SLOPER.” 

ss 
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WHEN lovely woman shifts her bustle 
Before she sits upon a chair, 

She always has an awful tussle, 
Aud yet you never hear her swear, 


»* 
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OWING to an unfortunate accident which occurred to a member 
of a well known provincial volunteer corps, any reference to the 
shooting of donkeys is highly disagreeable to the men belonging 
toit. Two or three of them were returning from drill the other 
evening, and they stepped into a hostelry to refresh the inner 
“Tullo!” exclaimed a rustic joker, “who shot the don- 
key!" “1 did,” replied a smart young sergeant, handling his rifle 
suggestively ; “and I feel deucedly inclined to shoot another.” 
(The jokist did not wait to argue the point. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 353.—The “ Russian” Costume. 


Horace (whose girl has chucked 
him). My heart's affected. 

Jack. No, your heart's all right; 
it’s your liver that’s wrong. 


“No more hally horseback for this 
hinfant !” 


* ‘Lady. What two sweet, little fellows! Exactly like each other, too. Are you 
twins, dears ? 
lst Youngster. No, mum ; we's brothers. 


Fullarlove. May I see you home? 

Miss Nomugq. Yes, certainly ; 

callacab! [Fullarlore has only 
744. tn his pocket, 


Mr. Jones’ angelic expression consequent 
upon taking sulphuric acid in mistake for a 


long drink, 


Bee 


(Saturday, March 7, 1891, 


in a little Surrey village, and they spent the evening pleasantly 
and convivially & the parlour of the local pub, When the time 
grew near to separate, an elderly bounder, with “a merry eye,” 
approached SLOPER and obscrved, regretfully, “ Sir, you have taken 
away my character.” “1’—er—what? Taken away your char- 
acter?” cried the old man, with visions of actions for libel and 
slander, and costs and damages floating before him. “ My dear <ir, 
what do youmean?” “Why, sir,” replied the other, with the same 
grief laden manner, “before you came down here | was supposed 
to be the greatest liar in England, but 1 shall not be considered so 
any longer. You have taken away my character.” 


* 
AT seventeen years she had read, I declare, 
Every gushing novel ; 
In dreams her home seemed a mansion fair ; 
Awake, a wretched hovel ! 
None less than a lord of high degree 
She vowed to the altar should take her ; 
But at twenty-four her dreams were o'er, 
And she married an undertaker ! 


* 
“Ma,” said the bouncing olive branch, “when I’m a biz man 
| like papa, shall I have any little boys of my own?” “ Perhaps, 
darling,” said the fond mother, beaming across at bladder pater us 
who should say, “What a smart swan our duck is.” “And will 
they have a nice governess?" “ Possibly, my dear,” replied the 
mater, “And shall I chuck her under the chin and call her 
‘ducky'?” And once more Mrs, Bladder determined to place it in 
the hands of her solicitor. *.* 


THE other Sunday the Eminent paid a visit to an old pal residing 
i] 


SCENE.—ZIn the Nursery. Inspecting Baby. 

Auntie. Oh, the little darling! the sweet pretty cherub! Look 
how she takes notice, too! Isn’t shea little picture?) And isn't 
she like her mamma? 

The Father. 1f you saw the way she pul!s my hair when she’s in 
a paddy, you'd say she was the image ot her. 


s 
“T's all the same in the same family ” is not a true adage. It's 
a very different thing kissing your mother in the broad daylight, 
to dishing up the same programme on your sister-in-iaw in the 
moonlight. *.* 


“ JONES gone broke, has he?” exclaimed the Cynic. “ Well, after 
all, it’s not surprising. He was so.dreadfully imprudent—paid for 
everything he bought.” ** 


Overheard in the Smoking Room, 
First Smoker, What was the reason you married, Tom? 
Second Smoker. 1 had uone, or | shouldn't have done it. 
s * 
* 


“Wuat is that picture about, Jem, No. 2562" asked Mrs, 
Nouveau Riche. “No. 2562) Oh! ah! yes!” said Mr. N. R., re- 
ferring to catalogue, “The Fall of—er—er—Vhaton.” “Oh; a 
carriage accident, | suppose,” observed Mrs. N. R, 


* 
“THE fog has once more come,” 
Said ALLY—old ALLY, 
And now he’s a-drinking some 
Rum his spirits to rally, 
The bally, the bally old 
“Two of gin, cold,” ALLY. 
The fog has once more come, 
Bally old ALLY, ALLY, 
And he’s a-making things hum; 
And the tally, oh, my ! oh, the tally ! 
Chucked up for each swig 
At the “Cerulean lig” 
Must make him feel bally. 


Bally bad, the wretched old drivelling-ventitated-gamp-carrying- 
one-eye-on-one-side-of-his-head lunatic ! 
“oe 


* 

“ HALLO! McGooseley,” exclaimed ALLY, “I hear you were seen 
in Fleet Street on Saturday evening as tight as a boiled owl!” 
“ Shaturday ev’ning,” stuttered McGooseley, “Shaturday ev'ning ; 
lemme think. Oh, yes, | member, I'd been drinkin’ hot Irish ail 
the aft’noon, and | wash too full to rec‘lect whether 1 wash tight 
or shober.” ae 


Mrs. Clumberbump. I want twopen‘orth of laud'num, pease. 
Chemist. Yes,m'm. May I ask what you want it RA I 
Mrs, Clumberbump, Why, \'ve heard say that it’s a capital thing 
to produce a nap; so | thought as the old gen‘lemans coat is 
getting a bit shiny, it might do it up, p’r'aps, and save buying a 
hew one. *,* 


“Has the fog been thick a your way?” “T should think so! 
When our policeman came down the area to kiss Sarah Jane 
through the open kitchen window, he had to knock chunks of 
London mist off with his staff and squash ’em out in his helmet 
before he could see his way to touch those rosy cheeks of hers. 
Fog! why, you couldn't see the way to take adrink down unless a 
pal held you by the nose and held a fusee over your mouth, and 
then you swallowed some of it, and it came out as smoke through 
your nose, Talk about fog!” *,* 


“WHEN I—er—requested you to—er—be my wife,” stammered 
he, “you told me to—er—ask your mamina, and now that she has 
consented, you—er—er—refuse to marry me, What did you mean 
by—er—such heartless conduct?" “Why, I meant you to ‘ask 
mamma to be your wife,’ of course,” said she; “she is only twenty 
years younger than you are, so 1 thought it would be a better 
match,” = * 

“THy diamond necklace, bright and clear,” 
Explained a gallant tar, 
“ Reminds me of a speech, my dear, 
Upon a man o’ war.” 
“A speech!” the wond’ring maid replied, 
“ Your words want explanation.” 
“Nay, they are plain,” the sailor cried; 
“Itisa deck-oration ee 


s 
THEY were neighbours at the dinner table. She was blue—very, 
read everything ; he was green—read pi but “ SLOPER” and 
the “Pink ‘Un.” She said unto him, sweetly, “Now, | am dying 
to know your candid opinion about ‘The Light that Failed.’” And 


he, knowing no more of Rudyard Kipling than the common or 
garden dustman knows of the dead languages, answered—“ Well, 
it was like this: it was raining cats and dogs, all the pubs. were 
closed, and I'd two miles to walk ; no ‘brolly,’ and only one match. 
[ struck the bally ‘vesta,’ it went off like a firework, and out as 
quick as a SLOPER man at the entrance of a process server. And if 
you had been following me down that road for half a mile, you'd 
have heard my opinion of ‘The Light that Failed,’ and more swear 
words than you'll find inall the dictionaries in the British Museum.” 


| ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The nert picture to be giren to one of the readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALP-THont- 
DAY,” is an ot! painting by FRED Ror, measuring 44 in. x 34 in., in a handsome 
gold frame, and representing 


“A SCENE DURING THE GORDON RIOTS.” 
Make ONE AVCLICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope with this announce- 
ment inclosed, together with your Name and Address, any time beyore March 31st. 
Address—" ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION.” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, ¥.C. 


©,° This Picture is on View every day between 10 a.m and 6 p.m., except Satur- 
days, when the hours are 10 a.m, and 1 p.m, 
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THE DOOK AND THE DANCING GIRL. 


ONCE there was a Dook, but he wasn't a Dook Snook, but a 
Dovk Gooseberry—I mean Guisebury, or perhaps I ought to say 
Disguisebury, for he was as 
deceitful a male thing as they 
make them. Just listen. In 
the Island of St. Endellion, 
Cornwall way, is the home of 
an honest Quaker farmer, the 
father of two female girl 
daughters by the names of 
Faith and Drusilla, which the 
first is that good and the 
second that not so, only that 
artful, the good Quaker divi- 
sion never dream that when 
she is away from Cornwall 
she is carrying on with the 
wicked Dook, for when she 
returns home, she assumes 
the prim speech and sober 
garb of the sect. 

The Dook is a peculiar sort 
of person, given to philoso- 
phizing on his little wicked- 


nesses in a stage whisper, 
which possibly, in real life, 
would a trifle tedious to 


his intimate friends, How- 
ever, Beerbohm - Tree is the 
Dook,and not a bit so, as you 
willfind when you go to see 
this very original and ex- 
tremely cleverly written 
drama, The Dook, though 
weak from a moral point of 
view, is bold and brave upon 
occasion, and saves the life of 
a poane person by the name 
of Sybil Crake, the daughter 
of his agent, in a carriage 
accident. He pulls her from under the hoofs of the horses, and she 
promises to do as much by him when his turn comes. 

Whilst visiting her once ‘appy, if possibly monotonous, ‘ome in 
Quaker garb, Drusilla fascinates the good sister's young man, 
John, a person I really, in her place, should have left alone, 
and who, when he finds her doing a shadow dance by moonlight, 
propounds the perplexing conundrum, “ Woman, what art thou?”’ 
Havica, however, solved this riddle more or less to his satisfaction, 
the John Quaker elas Sig knocks off work and comes up to 
Richmond, Surrey, to bask in the smile, and possibly f on 
maids of honour at off times at thg original shop in Hill 
Street. As may have been observed in one or two dramas 
since the far off production of Watts Phillips’ Lost in London, the 
parent of the — 
erring girl is 
apt to wander 
up to_ town. 
Little Em'ly’s 
father did so, 
by the way, 
and occasion- 
ally the parent 


Drusilla Ives: JULIA NEILSON, 


helps himself 
on his tedious 
journey with 
one of the 


family clothes’ 
props. On this 
occasion, 
father and sis- 
ter are on the 
track of the 
Wandering 
Johnny, and, 
scooping 
down on him, 
earry him back 
to his native 
rile hards, 
Meanwhile 
the Dook has 
played old 
Guisebury — I 


mean, Goose- 

berry with his yrs, Leddra: Hon, Reg. Slingsby : 
estates, and, Mrs, E. H. BROOKE. F. KERR, 
under these Faith Ives: BLANCHE HORLOCK. 
circumstances, 


proposes to marry the dancing young person. The D.Y.P., ibly 
thinking that the proposal comes just a little bit late in the day, says 
“No, thank you!” and the poor k determines on going in for 
one great burst of fearfulness, the programme of hick is not dis- 
tinctly set forth, and then putting an end to hie existence. He gives 
agrand party,at which the Dancing Girl is the terpsichorean triumph 
until her pas seul—I mean the surly pa, who, finding pilchards and 
the meeting house have no poy any charm for her, piles up the 
parental curse, and leaves her fainting on the stairs, to the disgust 
of the unhappy guests, who most likely were looking hopefully 
towards refreshment time. The guests departed, the k proceeds 
to terminate his life, but at the almost fatal moment the girl he had 
snatched from under the 
horses’ hoofs snatches 
from his hands the 
deadly draught, and, 
henceforth, all is more 
or less joy, except, by the 
way, to the Dancing Girl 
herself; but that might 
be naturally expected, 
dancing girls of that 
character always in stage 
life—that is, when repre- 
sented on the stage— 
coming much to grief. 
Joking apart, this is a 
very clever play, indeed, 
that Henry Arthur Jones 
has given us, and the act- 
ing is pei good. 
Several changes have oc- 
curred in the cast and the 
iece, since its first pro- 
uction, all of which are 
for the better, and if you 
will take the word of 
your Tootsie, which, of 
course, you will and have 
this ever so long since she 
was so high, you will go 
4 to the Haymarket 
S&S Theatre without delay. 
Theacting is superb all 
round, dears, as you may 
guess from the fact that 
Julia Neilson, Blanche 
y Horlock, Mra. Brooke 
Miss 'Norreys, F. Kerr, J. Fernandez and Beerbohm Tree are all 
provided with characters which suit them to perfection; so you 
will, as I have said above, go and see them, I know. 


Sohil Crake: 


Duke of Guisebury: 
Miss Nunheys, 


BEERBOUM TREE. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below,and post it to :— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


“Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” March 7th, 1894. 


IN RIG re en ee ae er eee 


Address 


Agee Occupation, Uf BINY ccc cccsrnennemeecnvnene 


How many times applied 


How long a Purchaser of 
the ‘‘Half-Holiday"’ 


The List for this week will close on Tuesday evening nert, 
March 0th. The List for February 2th will be published in the 
“ HALF-Houipay” for March lth, 


239th WEEK. 
LIST FOR FEBRUARY 2ist. 


“ Sloper” Watches have been given to the following :— 


1. G. W. FLAXMAN, Builder, 10 Downs Park Road, Hackney. Age, 39 years, 
Subscriber—over 6 years. LONDON. 
ALICE SLOANE, 11 Kersley Street, Battersea Park. Age, 23 years. Sub- 
scriber—5 years, 50 weeks. ONDON. 
J. TAYLOR, Silversmith, 70 Wynyatt Street, Clerkenwell. Age, 18 years. 
Subscriber—over 6 years. LONDON. 
FLORENCE A. CLEMENTS, Matron, Cold Arbour, Age, 38 years. Sub- 
scriber—from commencement. ABINGDON. 
WILLIAM MAYLOR, Policeman, L. & Y. Locomotive Works, Horwich. 
Age, 47 yore. Subscriber—over 6 years. Near BOLTON. 
ALFRED SADLER, Newsagent, Bristol House, Winton. Age, 36 years. 
Subscriber—since commencement. BOURNEMOUTH. 
JAMES BOURNE, Potter, 10 Maddock Street. Age, 21 yeara. Subscriber— 
since November, 1884. BURSLEM. 
JOHN STONER, Nurseryman, Rose Cottage, Ifield. Age, 17 veara. Sub- 
scriber—5 years, 43 weeks. CRAWLEY. 
E. 0. MURREY, Brewers’ Traveller, 56 Oxford Road. Age, 39 years. Sub- 
scriber—since No, L. GLOUCESTER. 

10. HORATIO READER, Inspector, G.E.T.., 4 Black Friars Street. Age, 38 
years. Subscriber—5 years, 11 months. KING'S LYNN. 

11. ALFRED BOOTH, Barrack Sergeant, Barrack Office, Age, 38 years. Sub- 
scriber—since August, 1484. LIMERICK. 

12. LESLIE SCOTT, Actor, Lausanne Cottage, Addington Square. Age, 36 
years, Subscriber—6 years, 38 weeks. MARGATE. 

13. ROBERT R. GRAVES, Tailor, 107 Lenhouse Street. Age, 26 years. Sub- 
scriber—-over 6 years. MARYPORT. 

14. JAMES GORDON VINT, Steelmoulder, Newburn Steel Works. Age, 30 
years, Subscriber—6 years, 7 weeks. NEWBURN-ON-TYNE. 

15, HERBERT J. CUSTANCE, Tailor and Outfitter, 7 Narrow Street. Age, 24 
ears, Subscriber—since No. 18. PETERBOROUGH. 

16. WILLIAM GROOBEY, Gardener, Maltby. Age, 37 years. Subscriber—over 


Sad 
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a ee ROTHERHAM. 
17. W. A. WOODROFFE, Grocer, 30 High Street. Age, 25 years. Subscriber— 
since No. 1. SALISBURY. 


18, A. J. KNIGHT, Barman, 77 Charlotte Strect, Milton. Age, 31 years. Sub- 
scriber—since December, 1885. SITTINGBOURNE. 

19. Mrs. ADAMS, 106 Lawsen Strect. Age, 37 years. Sulscriber—since com- 
mencement, STOCKTON-ON-TEES. 

20. WILLIAM BRANT, Coachman, Meadow Bank, Winkfield. Age, 33 years. 
Subscriber—since commencement. WINDSOR. 


AMOROUS FOREIGNERS. 
No. 1.—THE PASSIONATE FRENCHMAN TO His LOvE, 


No lady in the land can bear 
Com- Paris-on with thee ; 

My Brest is full of love, ma chére, 
Qh, hearken unto me! 


Toulon I've waited for thy love, 
An answer [| implore; 

1 swear by yon pale moon above 
Ushant escape me more ! 


Mv heart Aiz, and I sometimes fear 
That I’m no longer Seine, 

Toulouse thee would, my Nancy, dear, 
Completely turn my brain. 


Throughout the day, throughout the night, 
I g-Rhone and Garonne for thee ; 

To win thy heart fierce Lyons I'd fight ; 
I love thee fervently ! 

Ma foi! ma chére, you will not Share 

y humble lot in life; 

You're hard and Calais, I declare ; 

I'll seek some other wife. 


es 


HER ONLY WISH. 


WHEN young Viscount Peter Ponsonby de Push left Oxford and 
came up to put on his polish in London, nobody imagined that he 
would straightway go and fall head over heels in love with little 
Tottie Tomato, the least refined of soul, though the prettiest of 
face of all the theatrical young ladies that ever strangled a gin 
and cloves at the Bun Shop. But he did, and most insidiously did 
he watch and guard her. He would drive her out in the after- 
noon, take her to the East Room at the Cavour to dinner, fetch 
her after the theatre, Rule’s or the Continental to supper, then, 
having driven her home to her sylvan cot in the Lambeth Walk 
he would go home and dream of her all night. But Tottie lacked 
appreciation for such high living. She characterised the chef's 
masterpieces set forth in the carte de jour as “keg-meg,” and 
thought because the Koch fils was dry, it was “fairly off song.” 

“ Well—ah !—twy something else, dahling,” suggested his lord- 
ship; “may I—ah !—suggest a—Jambon braisé aux petits pois ?— 
you'd like that—or—ah, what d'you say to Ris de Veau aur 
Epinards ?—or—" 

“ Peter, dear,” she said, interrupting him, and a strange light 
coming into her eyes as she dropped into a whisper, “1 know what 
I should like!” 

“ What, my own—what?” 

“If you wouldn't mind—let’s go round to Chick's, in Long Acre, 
and have a fair old blow-out on tripe—oh ! it’s eighteen carat, I 
tell you!" 


WOUR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 
wices of a Graphologist of great skill and talent have been engaged. Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send this announcement, tnclosed 
with a letter of moderate length, signed with the usual signature, and accompanied 
by a stamped, addressed envelope (with the writer's own address), All letters must 
be directed to— 

“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST.” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.O. 


Answers will be posted direet to the addresses given on Envelopes, No notice will 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above requiations. 

Owing to the enormous number of letters received, Answers cannot be guaranteed 
within a month, but will be forwarded as early as possible. 


a 
a % 


THE TRUTH FROM A PHONOGRAPH. 


WE don't, as we suppose you've noticed, profess to know much 
about fellows and girls and spooning and things, the knowledge 
coming only to : 
those who have 
time for going 
into the matter 
thorou g hly 
and making a 
regular _ busi- 
ness of it; but, 
from cursory 
observations 
accidentally 
proceeded with 
at places and 
times = which 
chance, and 
chance alone, 
has arranged 
for our being, 
we are prepared 
to swear on 
oath, or on 
what else you 

lease, that the 
ellow engaged 
to be married 
to a flirt has 
rather an 
anxious time 
of it on the 
whole. 

We will 
mention a case 
in point —and 
in print. 

oseph Chapleton was engaged to be married to Margaret 
Mashall (they called her Daisy for short). Joseph Chapleton was 
aslow sort of chap; Margaret wasn'ta slow sort of girl. Joseph lived 
in the country ; Daisy lived in town. Joseph loved no one else in 
the world but Daisy; Daisy loved no one else in the world but 
Joseph—except when she knew Joseph to be safe at home in his 
native village of Quack Common, Sessex, and then she allowed it to 
be pretty freely known that there was no “ beastly pride " about “er. 
uring the first three months that followed proposal day, Joseph 
lived beautifully unconscious of the roving nature of his Margaret's 
love; but at the end of that time something seemed to tell him that 
Daisy was playing him false—that she was not the blushing young 
innocent he took her for when he asked her to mere herself ae 
- him, t 

would — take 
too long to 
go into de- 
tails regard- 
ing the mo- 
tive of 
Joseph's sus- 
ricions. 
Enough that 


Engaged. 


he suspected ; 
that he had 
good cause 


to suspect; 
and that he 
was resolved 
to get at the 
truth before 
many = more 
days went 


Ve 

Having the 
“tip” from 
a friend that 
Margaret and 
her London 
Jover (or one 
of ‘em) had 
engaged a 
private din- 
ing room at 


; ® =, the Caté 
— . aa, ollico fora 

The waiter withdrew suddenly. certain Satur- 

day evening (dinner, 7.30), Joseph came up to town on that certain 


Saturday evening, and one hour before the time appointed for the 
sequestered repast, he might have been seen booking a room at the 


self-same restaurant, “I'd like to see the room, please.” : 
Joseph followed the waiter upstairs, “ Yes, you're right, sir; it’s a 
nice, cosy little egg A lady and gentleman ordered it last week, sir.” 
“What was the lady like?" aie 
The waiter answered with a pretty accurate description of 
Margaret. Then he withdrew suddenly at the call of a bell. 
Joseph lifted a portmanteau he had with him on to the table 
and unstrapped it. P ' : 
“A good job that bell rang,” he said, as he lifted something 
heavy from the inside, and placed it carefully under the sofa. 


“There! rest 

there, my ; 
beauty, for a laa | 
while; to- i| 
night, when i 
Margaret and . i 
her lover have \! 
finished din- | 
ner and left I 
the room, | 


shall drop in 
and hear what 
you have to 
tell me. So 
long!” 

And Joseph 
turned his back 
on the “ plan,” 
and, his room 
being eee die 
engaged, wen' 
asa brushed 
himself up for 
hisdinner. He 
hungered less 
for his dinner 
than for the 
phonograph's ‘ 


a2 yy 
cay 


news, How he 
longed for 
that! 


In course of 
time, Margaret 
and a gentle- 
man arrived. nos ; 

They proceeded to their private dining room. Then they ¢fined. 

When they'd gone, Joseph sneaked into the room they had been 
dining in, and had an interview with his phonograph. We don't 
ari know what the sort of story was the phonograph had to tell, 
butonthe Monday morning Margaret received the following letter:— 


“QuACK ComMMON, SESSEX, Sundan. 


“DEAR MADAM,—I guess we're not enzayed now, Yours truly, 
“JUSEPIL CHAPLETON, 


Their private dining room. 
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Mistress, If you please, cook, can I go out for an 
an hour? I promise not to be away longer. 


%q° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from thuse 


of her friends whose portratts have not yet been inserted, 
TOOTSIBEB’'S PRIENDS. 


MEI a Ne 


wy 


No. 172,—Mis3 Mang LLOYD. 
“ What joy to press her to my loving heart.” — The Dook Snook. 
“No paltry words can ere depict my passion.” —Lord bob, 


“Oh, beauteous maid! I would that thou wert mine.” 
—The Hon. Billy. 


(1). As the Elder was on his ey Ae 3 stream on poaching intent, O'Tatur 
u 


epneared, saving. “ jn, old antmen! sascage | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. i 


“Overcoat! Yes, sir. Your, ticket, please?” 
“Oh!—haw—you'll find it in the overcoat—haw !" 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—CHARLES W 
i + = 


7 
i 


We 
\ \\\ N NY 


(1). The piece was over, and A. SLOPER, attired as befitting the occasion, after 
Mr. Blakeley’s Mark Meddle, was waiting on the Criterion stage for the purpose of 
interviewing Mr. Charles Wyndham. A step—'twas he! No; 'twas Mr. Cyril Mande, 
still in the character of Cool crossing the stage. “ Young man,” said the Eminent, not 
recognizing him, “just tell the governor I'm waiting.” Mr. Maude turned a pitying 
gaze on him and went on his way. Anon, the melody of a dear old waltz floated in 
the air, bringing back to the Aged memories of tlie past, and he felt sad,—— (2), 
“Here!” cried he, rousing himself. “Do I stand on the scene of Charlie's triumphs ? 
of his David Garrick? of his——? That reminds me, "ll have a drink !"——(3). He 
was thus occupied, when he felt a hand on his shoulder. “Who are you?” he de- 
manded. “I hayen't the remotest idea,” replied Mr, W yndham, for ‘twas he, with all 


“Dear me, Mary, that’s the second time you've taken out 
your letter.” 

Mary. Yes, dear. I take it out to make sure that it's in, 
you know. 


(Saturday, March 7, 1891, 


“ Husbands are useless crea- 
tures, dear. Heream I blessed 
withone that can neither write 
me a comic song, teach me to 
dance, make the tea, or nurse 
the baby.” — Extract Jsrom 
Letter of Young Lady. 


YNDHAM, Esq. 
4. 


the London assurance possime. “Charles!—I didn't know you ‘for the moment.” 
“ Possibly ; but to whom am I indebted for this visit ?"——(4).:“ Permit me—my 
card!” Mr, Wyndham took it and read, “ One flat iron, 4d.; one'Jday shirt, faulty, 
1s.,*GEORGE ATTENBUROUGT Mr, Attenborough, my dear sir, I am overjoyed to 
make your acquaintance.” Then A. SLOPER had to explain, and, producing his note 
book, began asking all manner of questions, “Sit down and mind your own business,” 
cried Mr. Wyndham, pressing tne Aged intoachair, “You are,” said he, quoting 
from his own programme, “ respectfully requested to remain seated, as the interest of 
the comedy is maintained until the end,” and then hurriedly left the stage.—(5). 
Hours after, when the fireman was going the rounds, he came upon the Wreck in an 
advanced state of exhaustion, and kindly saw him outside. 


PHADRIG O’TATUR 


(2). “Cum on, ye spalpeen! Cum on and taste blackthorn sassage!” 


AGAIN.' 


(8). “Stap that, ye Skatch divil! or else ye'll make me a pitrified codfish. 


Saturday, March 7, 1891.) } 
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“Free - Gig& - 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


,. You all know, friends, that, as a rule, I am not given to grumbling : but, dash it all! thereare | each other rave and shout :—This infant betting that we see, Shall soon by law prevented be :— 
times when even the best dispositioned man in the world must give vent to his feelings, so I say, | “You'll find that Iam ever true,” Quoth Canada," John Bull, to you" :—The ga aud. Needle, day by 
em pie ically, Confound the fog. On we £0 :—Strange effects of goud old whisky, Makes the monkeys day, Does slow, but surely, waste away.—Hallo! here, what's all this about) ‘The centre i lus- 
Seel yuite frisky :—Not long ago a soldier gay Became a lawyer, 0 they say :—The genial North | tration | am alluding to, “When Greek meets Greek then comes the tug of war ;” so ructions of an i 
doth all astound By giving to the Czar his hound i—The two great men hate fallen out, And at 
_——— 


interesting nature may be expected before very long ——THE SLOPERIAN SITOWMAN, \: 
o 
THE SMART FOOTMAN. Y 
Y : 
y] y,» i 
t 
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“Tell you what, Mand, I never would accept an engagement 
wear those ankle kickers, so that's the long and short of it!” 


fe | 
= ww r 3 
Tere 


|) WSS 


ee 
7) 
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Mistress. Did I hear someone asking for me, John? 
New Footman. Yes, mum, Colonel and Mrs, Slocum. 


: Mistress, You told them I was out, of course ? 
Charley, Have you got a second hand dress suit to sell ? New Footman. Yes, mum ; and they're waiting downstairs while I come up and asks yer how 
Tailor, No, sir; you'd better inquire at a rag shop, long you'll be! 


LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP. 
Bill Joggeles, while rushing blindly to escape a mad bull, finds him- ‘ 
self in the above awkward predicament. 
o 
; 


78 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 
TO BE, OR NOT TO BE? 

It is hot yet definitely settled that A, SLOPER's grand romantic 
opera, Lhe Brokers Are In, will follow Sir Arthur Sullivan's 
Ivanhoe, at 
the Royal En- 
cue Opera. 

iverything, 
however, 18 
well in hand. 
Some of the 
music is very 
sweet, and the 
libretto, by 
Professor Me- 
Gooshlick, is 
full of true 

poetic 
thought and 
graceful ten- 
derness, The 
dresses will be 
designed (and 
pawned, later 
on) by Mr. 
Moses, the 
celebrated 
costumierjand 
the whole pro- 
duced ona 
scale of real- 
istic grandeur 
that even 
D'Osly Carte 
is funky of. This, of course, will not interfere with arrangements 
already made, For instance, “To enable you to compete for his 
£1,000 Prize, you must show SLOPER that you have bought 
his paper for six months, therefore, commencing with “ALLY 
SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” for January 3rd, 1891, cut out the 
first paragraph in “Ally-Campane” from each week's paper, and 
keep the cuttings by you until June 27th, 1891, when you will have 
twenty-six in your possession, Then add two lines to complete the 
following Nursery Khyme :— 


There was an old Fossil named SLOPER, 
He fell down the stairs, 
That unfortunate, fruity, old SLopER! 
The dotted lines have to be filled in, and the first, and second, and 
third and fourth lines must rhyme. Write the Rhyme out on a 
piece of paper, with your name and address at the top, and post it, 


with the twenty-six cuttings, as soon after June 27th as you can, 
to “Sloper’s £1,000 Competition.” Don't post the 


Rhyme or any of the cuttings until you have the twenty-six —that | 
is, one from each week’s “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” commencin January | 
the best | 


3rd, 1891, and ending June 27th, 1891. To the writer o 
Rhyme will be awarded £1,000. A. SLOPER, ever thoughtful, 
keeps Back Numbers in stock. » ¢ 

* 


You never can have too much of a good thing—at least, them's 
ALLY'S sediments, as Aunt Geeser calls them—and that’s why the 
Unsweetened Germ visited the Bri- 7 ” 
tannia Theatre on the evening of sik 
Feb. 20th, to have another look at 
The Spider and the Fly. A. SLOPER 
found a full house to meet him, and 
a pautomime that worked as smoothly 
as golden syrup. Mrs, Lane was 
more juvenile than ever, and in her 
usual generous spirit offered to adopt 
the Twins, should the Eminent get 
hanged before they are able to take 
care of themselves. Happy, happy 
Sarah ! ee 

* 


THE Polytechnic Boxing Club held 
their Annual Assault-at-Arms at 309 
Regent Street, on Tuesday last, when 
anexcellent programme was placed 
before an appreciative audience. Per- 
haps one of the events of the even- 
ing was the Indian Club display 
by ProfessorGray. His performance 
savoured of the marvellous, and 
was much applauded by the specta- 
tors. ee 

= 


Mr. LABOUCHERE will shortly ask 

in the House, why on earth the portrait 
by Murillo de Varnishio of SLOPER'S 
ancestor, General Meet-me- in -the- 
morning Booth Sloper, who, thank , 
Heaven ! was killed at the battle of Arikrombah, in the reign of 
James I., has only just been hung near the Turkish Divan at 
“The Sloperies.” Mr. Luke Fildes, R.A., says a good piece of 
canvas has doubtless been spoiled, 


a . 
£1:1:0 and the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” have been 
presented to W. F. KNoTt, 236 Audenshaw Road, Audenshaw, Man- 
chester, for the “ Most Sloperian Quotation from Shakespeare.” 
“T would give a thousand pound.”"—Hezrry JV., Part 1., Act 2, 
Scene 4. *,° 


IT is not often that a revival meets with the success which has 
attended the reproduction of Turned Up at the Strand Theatre. 
The Higher Cri- 
ticism may prate 
about “rough 
and tumble 
farce” and 
“fooling,” but 
it should be 
borne in mind 
that Turned Up 
4 is very excellent 
fooling indeed 
—fooling which 
nightly keeps 
the audience 
from stalls to 
gallery in con- 
stant fits of 
laughter, which 
break forth 
even when the 
drop scene is 
lowered be- 
tween the acts 
as the delighte 
audience are 
discussing 
among them- 
selves the manifold good points and laughable situationr in the 

iece. Mr. Willie Edouin has in the part of Carraway Bones a 
acter which suits his style of humour to perfection, and in 
urned Up a farce which will till the Strand with “crowded 
ses for many months to come. 


ee 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE pony chaise which the Eminent has been seen gavorting 
about in, lately, in the West End of Loudon, accompanied by 
loveliness out of Carmen up to 
Data, was built for him’ by 
Mr. John Cumming, of 94 Hamp- 
stead Road. The launching of 
that cart won't be forgotten in 
a hurry by the Hampstead- 
roadites, As A. SLOPER ob- 
served to the worthy coach- 
builder after his fourteenth 
“Unsweetened,” “We're Cum- 
ming through the Rye, old 
chapsh, ain't we?” 


. 

IT appears that since the ap- 
paaiment of Mr. Annan as 
Xeceiver to the Hansard Pub- 
lishing Union, Horatio Bot- 
tomley has been teeling a bit 
uncomfortable. As he said to 
A, SLOPER, at “The Blue Pig” 
the other night, “ | don’t pretend 
to be thin-skinned, but we don't 
want Annan nigh us all day 
long.” And the sole reply was, 
“How mush dish youand Isaacsh 
gesh out of it, old fellersh?” 


* 

THERE is no truth in the 
statement that Sir Henry Isaacs 
has dedicated his new song, 
“Take Back the Coin that Thou 
Gavest,” to the shareholders in 
the Hansard Publishing Union. 


* 


* 

AT the invitation of Mr. Jakins, the Friend of Man, accompanied 
hy the heir to the Sloper Estates, looked in at the Model Soup 
Kitchen, 357 Euston Road, one day last week. A. SLOPER and 
Alexandry are deeply interested in all movements that help to feed 
the hungry, so it gave the distinguished visitors the greatest pleasure 
to accept a tasting order, and to see for themselves the way in which 
this adinirable institution is conducted. Alec, after his third basin, 
said, “ We don't get soup like this at home, do we, feyther?” 


* 

Out of the sum already collected for “Ally Sloper’s Christmas 
Appeal” we have distributed £325; in other words, we have issued 
2,600 half-crown Relief Tickets which have been cashed at “The 
Sloperies.” Weare now looking forward to be ina position shortly 
to issue another £25 worth, and then our work is done till next 
Christmas. So once more the O'er Fungus Grown Remnant politely 
asks you to hurry up with those coppers you've been putting in 
your money-box. “+ 

* 


Is it not time that the musty old law was repealed which gives to 
the Vice-Chancellor of Cambridge the power to incarcerate almost 
any woman : 
whom he sus- 
coer of being a 

nindrance to the 
propagation of 
the morality of 
the undergradu- 
ates?) Everyone 
who has ever re- 
sided at Cam- 
bridge knows the 
danger and mis- 
conception 
which a girl, who 
is seen talking 
to @ gownsman 
friend in the 
street, is exposed 
to. Indee: » we 
know of several 
cases where 
brother and 
sister haveagreed 
not to recognize 
each other, not 
so much for fear 
of the proctors, 
to whom an ex- 
planation would 
at once lead to 
an apology, but 
lest the towns- 
folk should misjudge the relationship ; whilst it is a positive fact that 
although many a girl knows a University man to be an intimate 
family friend, she no more dreams of speaking to him in the street, 
after certain hours, than she would of walking down Petty Cury ina 
bathing costume or executing a pas seul on, say, Christ's Pieces in 
ballet skirts, In our opinion the police are the proper authorities 
to keep Cambridge young ladies in order. 


« 

“How doth the little busy bee improve each shining hour!” 
The great faddist, Goschen, seems to be the busy bee of the present 
House of Commons. First, he drives his colleagues almost. frantic 
with his one-pound note scheme, and now, to make matters worse, 
he starts another “ bogie” in the shape of asuggestion to substitute 
ic notes for that merry and attractive een little coin, the 

1alf-quid, Should Goschen’s proposals be accepted by the Govern- 
ment, what a high old time it will be for forgers! No need, then, 
to worry ourselves over the question of, “What to do with our 
boys.” Bring them up as forgers, and a fortune is assured. 

* 


* 

To button, or not to button, that is the question, or, rather, was ; 
for, after some hesitation, Fashion's decree has been issued, with the 
result that in the latest, up to date, fix 
de siécle costume, hooks and eyes or 
laces are no longer used, buttons 
alone reign supreme. And they are 
buttons, too, none of your paltry six- 
penny sized things, but buttons 
which rival in circumference the 
ordinary or backyard cheeseplate. In 
many cases they will be quite works 
of art. One design, which bids fair 
toattain popularity, will be in Wedge- 
wood China, the ground matching 
the bodice or coat of the wearer. 


* 

THE “Sloper Award of Merit” has 
this day been conferred by the Pioneer 
of Purity upon Fred Roe, Because he 
painted “A Scene during the Gurdon 
Riots.” Not a soft Roe, by any 
means, ishe? 4 « 

s 

WE think it only fair tostate that 
SLOPER’s new Barouche is the com- 
bined work of Mr. T. H. Lewis, of 122 
Gloucester Road, N.W., and Mr. W. 
Boyden, of 34 New Brid e Street, 
Blackfriars. The former built the 
vehicle, the latter decorated it. May 
these two gentlemen continue to prome- 
nade inthe paths of virtue, and also 
tolubricate their interior mechanisms 
with good old “Unsweetened,” is 


the devout wish of their sincere friend aud admirer, A. Soren. | 


(Saturday, March 7, 1891. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING MARCH 14TH, 1891. 
—~— 


8th March, 1886.—Owing to the intensely cold weather, a 
London cabman and his son carried a portable stove to their 
bedroom this night, and next morning both were found dead in 
bed. They had filled the stove with coal before going to sleep, 
and all means of ventilation having been blocked, the fumes from 
the coal suffocated them during their sleep. They had been 
warned as to the danger they ran. 


Oth March, 1836.—Writing in Paris under this date Raikes 
says :—" There are two young ladies here, daughters of Lord —, 
pretty girls, but remarkable for their dress, which leaves the neck 
and gables very much exposed. A man of wit remarked, the other 
night, that, ‘ Les rubes de ces demvisellea resemblent a un maurais 
jour Vhiver, qui commence trop tard et finit trop tét.’” 


10th March, 1682.—“ This day,” says Evelyn, “was executed 
Coll Vrats, and some of his accomplices, for the execrable murder 
of Mr. Thynn, set on by the principal Konigsmark. He went to 
execution like an undaunted hero, as one that had done a friendly 
oftice for that- base coward, Konigsmark, who had hopes to marry 
his widow, the rich Lady Ogle, and was ‘acquitted by a corrupt 
jury and so got away. Vrats told a friend of mine, who accom- 
panied him to the gallows and gave him some advice, that he did 
not value dving of a rush, and hoped and believed God would deal 
with him like a gentleman.” 


llth March, 1827.—This day, the equestrian statue of George 
I. in Grosvenor Square was found to have been very much defaced, 
and a gross libel attached to it. 


12th March, 1828.—The foundation stone to the last arch of 
new London Bridge was laid this day, with great form and cere- 
mony, by the Lowt Mayor, attended by several aldermen and the 
officers of the corporation. 


18th March, 1877.—The attention of the Birmingham Watch 
Committee was this day called tothe fact that there was a man 
going about Birmingham with an extraordinary long nose,and who 
was constantly followed by a crowd of boys. The man became 
irritated at being the object of this ill timed curiosity, and had 
thrown stones at the boys. It was suggested that the committee 
should direct a policeman in plain clothes to follow the man and 
protect him from insult. 


14th March, 1734.—This day his serene highness the Prince 
of Orange was married at St. James’ to the Princess Royal. At 
eleven o'clock at night the royal family supped in public in the 
great state ballroom. On the following day there was a more 
splendid appearance of persons of quality to pay their compliments 
to the royal pair than was ever scen at this court ; and in the even- 
ing there was a ball, equally magnificent, and the Prince of Orange 
danced several minuets. <A royal bridal seems to have been rather 
a severe ordeal to go through 156 years ago. 


POOR FELLOW. 

A MOST sound and matter-of-fact clergyman rules over the destiny 
of afew hundred honest souls in a quarter of Sussex we chanced 
to be in the other Sunday. 

“Lastly,” said he, referring to the parable of the Marriage Supper, 
“Jastly, there was a man who had married, and therefore could not 
come. I must say that | have a distinct touch of pity for that 
man. I may be wrong, but I cannot help thinking that that man 
had a wife who was his master (there are such to be found in the 
world). And when, in a weak voice, he said, ‘Sarah—or Jemima 
—or Mary Anna’'—whatever her name may have been—‘] should 
like to go to this show,’ she answered him with asperity, ‘No doubt, 
you beauty! but you won't—you'll just sit down and spend one 
evening at home.’ And sv, with a pathetic sigh, he says, ‘1 have 
married a wife—I cannot.come !'” 

—— 


HERE YOU ARE, MAUDIE! 

WRITTEN in a delicious hand, on the very sweetest of pink 
paper, came a letter to us the other day from “ Yours ever, Maudie,” 
asking us if we would advise her in chovusing a situation. She 
wants to earn her own living, but doesn’t quite know how. Now, 
really, Maude, we don’t know what sort of a girl you are. How, 
then, can we advise you?) Anyway, if,as you ray, you have been 
“brought up asa lady,” you might write to Spiers and Pond for a 
barmaid’s job. If you wear your hose extra large, and can take 
your own part ona cellar flap, there’s the corps de ballet open to 
you. If you can set off a skirt or a mantle without resorting to 
pads, they might find room for you in one of the West End dress- 
maker's show rooms. But, if ycu are lacking all the foregoing 
essentials, and can put on a what-on-earth-do-you-want air—why, 
then, be a lady clerk in a Post Office. 


—— 


OH, YES, HE KNEW! 

‘TWAS on the banks of the Lea—the poisoned Lea—and a juve- 
nile disciple of the Great Walton, equipped with home made rod 
and the regulation pickle bottle, sate and wooed the wily stickle- 
back. And the stickleback seemed in ultra-obliging mood that 
Sabbath morning, too, for he came with shoals of his neighbours 
and snapped at the worm that was destined to lead him to destruc- 
tion—the worm to bite at which meant spending the sticklebackian 
sere and yellow in a gallipot on a Ball’s Pond window sill. Anon, 
there came a worthy Sunday-school teacher along the bank, and he 
asked the puny piscator, reprovingly— 

s “ is boys do you kuow where little boys go who go fishing on 
unday?” 

“Bet yer boots I do!” replied the youth, with some warmth. 
“ Most of ‘em is fools enough to go right along, well nigh on to 
Walt’amstow'n Temple Mills—but not me. I'll back this pitch 
gainst any other for most fish an’ most big ‘uns. My brother Bill 
caught a tiddler ‘ere last Sunday as weighed near——” 

But the worthy deacon had headed for the marshes. 


—_———_ 


THE VERDICT OF THE SAGE. 

STANDING ata bar in the Strand the other day were five men. 
(We don’t spring this upon the unsuspecting reader as an extra- 
ordinary circumstance, we only state facts.) Que of them said he 
was drinking “this brandy’ because his doctor told him it was 
se for his cholera morbus, Another said that the reason he drank 

randy was that, without it, he wouldn't get a wink of sleep all 
might A third said, “ What suits one man doesn't another. Now J 
take this whisky as a cure for insomnia.” The fourth man said he 
only took spirits to avoid indigestion. The fifth man said he didn't 
care a tinker’s anathema what anybody said—he “took it because 
he liked it” ; and a learned sage, who chanced to pass that way at 
that moment (a way learned sages have, by the way), remarked 
that there were only four liars in the crowd. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 

£1 50 will be paid by MR. GILBERT DALZIEL, the Pro- 

prietor of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY,” to the 
next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (ieluony ervants 
on duty eoacpted| who shall happen to mect with his or her death 
in a Railway Accident, in ary part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Hoipay ” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Thursday morning at 8 o'clock, and the 


Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 8 o'clock 
ihe following Thursday morning. 
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TO POLITE AND OTHER LETTER-WRITERS. 


[In a discussion, which has been recently going on in the journals on the Art 
of Polite Letter-Writing, it was stated by one expert that the best way to acquire 
a good literary style is to practise on one’s luve-letters.) 


<< O HAVE youa 
desire to own 
(Supposing 
youre a writ- 
ist) 
A striking liter- 
ary tone: 
Yea, of the 
best and 
brightest? 
If such a long- 
you pos- 


Re 7 nglish 
Composition, 
The view some 
sage doth here 
express 
May further 
your ambi- 
tion. 
5 ! Love-letters he 
>) prescribes for 
7, oul 
Yes, practise on your billets dour! 
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Of course, if you already own 
A sweetheart you adore so, 
You may forthwith attain this tone 
In literary morcecaus ! 
But, if you're rot betrothed, why, go 
At once to mash some maiden ; 
And soon your authorship may show 
‘Tis with true polish laden! 
First catch your sweetheart—start to woo— 
Then practise on your billets dour! 


—— 


A FACT. 


THOUGH, for unaccountable reasons, no other paper has yet men- 
tioned it, one of the prettiest girls at the last Fancy Ball at Covent 
Garden was she who went as “The Homicide.” She wore a rich 
dress of old gold satin, trimmed with broken hearts in ruby velvet. 
Upon her skirt were carefully and artistically stitched all the love- 
letters she had received since she was fourteen, and at school at 
Brighton. There were exactly 27,419 of them—*and such rot!” 
On the soles of her fairy slippers were pasted reduced photographs 
of all the wretched victims. She created quite a sensation, and 
danced every dance; the while a pale young man ina dark corner 
of the refreshment room hugged a withered ivy leaf to his heart at 
intervals’ and gasped, with a bitter gasp, as he lowered lashins of 
“Scotch 


SLOPER’S PRESENTS. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
what you are in want of, and post it to :— 
ALLY'S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperics,” 99 Shue Lane, Londen, E.C. 


*,* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Encelope wicether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


“ Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” March 7th, 1894. 


Name... 


Address 


© “Sloper Watonhes” will not be given. 
214th WEEK. 
LIST FOR FEBRUARY 2ist. 
The following “ Presents” have been made :— 
1. FRANCES GLOVER, 34 Crampton Road, Penge, 
A SILKE UMBRELLA. 
2. GEO. WOOLLEY, 3 Alpha Cottages, NEWBURY (Beris.). 
A GLADSTONE BAG. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY: 


Advertisements will be inserted in this 
column free of charge, provided the 
Sender's Name and Address are inclosed, 
not for publication, but as a guarantee 
of good faith, Tootsie undertakes to 
forward, unopened and post-free, all 
letters received in reply i the adver- 
tisements, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


NOFA: aged 23, dark, medium height, 
and considered good’ looking, wishes to 
correspond with a gentleman with a view to 
matrimony. He must be tall and fair, from 30 
to 40 years of age. Please send plioto, which 
will be honourably returned, and address, in con- 
fidence, “ “Nora,” To “Tootsie's Matrimonial | Agency. 


G ‘ EORGE, aged aged 23, tall, dark and. good. 
looking, in very good ircumstances, would 
like to correspond with a young lady with a view to matrimony. Please send 
cers which will be returned if not approved of. Address—“ GEORGE,” Tootsie's 
atrimonial Agency. 


LONDON. 


CONSTANCE (Aged 23). 


7? DITH AND MAY (Edith, aged 21, medium height, pretty yand 

4 of a loving disposition; May, aged 19, "tall, elegant and handsome, good 
singer and pianoforte player) wish to correspond with two gentlemen, aged from 
23 to 30, tall and fair preferred. Kindly send photos, which will be returned as 
soon as possible if not approved of. Address—“ EDITH” or “MAy," Tootsie’s 
Matrimonial Agency. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE To POLITE AND OTHER LETTER-WRITERS. | || THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. | SLOPERS SELECT LIBRARY. LETTER-BOX. 


—~—— 


Manras, January 20th, 1891. 

DEAR ALLY—I observe, with the deepest grief, that you appear 
to forget all about the r admirers of yours who dwell in the 
East. Of the benighted Presidenc of Madras I speak in particular, 
as | happen to be a sojourner in this dismal city. Each week when 
consoling myself with the “HALF-HOLIDAy,” after the arrival of 
the mail, | read your advertisement that it is forwarded toall parts of 
the U, K, Continent, Canada, and the U.S.A., post-free, for a certain 
small remittance, and it pains me that you ‘thus forget your many 
friends and admirers in these parts and ignore the Indian Empire. 
Come out and pay us a visit and you will see how we appreciate 
you, and what a Madras welcome and Madras hospitality is like. 

he “Unsweetened” would flow like a river in honour of the 
really G.O.M. My old friend, “ ALLY’s HALF-HOLIDAY,” has 
driven away dull care on many a hot, sweltering day ; and, being a 
lonely bechelor, the charming faces and forms of Tootsie, Lardi, 
Tottie and Nellie, not to mention the other sweet little creatures, 
have comforted and consoled me with the thought that, possibly, 
when I return to the Old Country, one such may take pity upon me. 
“ Times is bad,” and | can’t afford this just now unless [ gain your 
£1,000 prize, when I should at once ‘start for Mildew Court to 
shake you by the hand and pay my humble respects to Tootsie. To 
gain this prize, however, you re uire the first par. in “ Ally- 
Campagne” for six months, and t the confounded newsagent who 
sends me the “ HALF-HoLIDAY " sometimes posts it in such a way 
that it never turns up. The horrible disappointment of not getting 
the paper is bad enough, but I shall also be short of some of the 
twenty-six cuttings. ‘What is to be done, my old friend, ALLY? 

With all good wishes, yours ever, BENIGHTED. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 51.—HE PERPETRATES AN EARTHQUAKE, 


For one whose sterling piety 
Has gained such notoriety 
As SLOPER’S, in society, 
You fruitlessly might search : 
On every morn Sabbatical, 
In method systematical, 
With fervour quite fanatical, 
He rushes off to church, 


No bigot's creed invidious 
Makes SLOPER'S mind fastidious— 
He deems it not perfidious 
New shrines at times to seek, 
And gaily cried the curate of 
St. Julian, “ Oh, you're a toff !' 
As ALLY took his poor hat ct 
Within that kirk last week. 


The Rector of St. Julian, 
From healthy lungs Herculean, 
Was biaring what was truly an 


When, lo! he stopped affrightedly, 
And cocked his ears excitedly, 
A gruesome sound tu hear! 


“Fly, brethren, with celerity ! 
Scoot, sisters, with dexterity ! 
The building, of a verity, 

Is giving way o ‘erhead !" 
But, ere that warning serious, 
They'd heard the sound my stenious, 
And frantic, fierce, delirious, 

Had like the devil tled ! 


Yet ONE his cushions quitted not, 
Vamoosed, skedaddled, tiitted not, 
His brows with fear he knitted not— 
And then the priest did twig 
The cause of their timidity . . . 
The Essence of Stupidity 
Was sleeping with pk acidity, 
And SNORING like a pig! 


ALLY SLOPER’ Ss 


CHRISTMAS APPBHBAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK £325 17s, 14d. 

ANDRES MACIEL, Is.; “TINY,” 1s.; H. G. (Torquay), 7s, 6d; E. J. SAVAGE, 
3d.; “ POOR MAN," 8d.; “No Cu. ANGE,” 4d.; JOHN OTTON, 6d. ; RUSE (a young 
slavey), 2s. bat J. MUGGINS, Esy., £1; F.C. DRoFFoRD, 1s.; A. K. JAMES, 1s. ; 
“Compo,” Is.; WILL T. (B’ tam), Is. ; ‘« OTTERDONIAN,” 1s.; T.C. HOLLoWay, 
2s, 6d.; S. REMINGTON, 3d.; E. J., 2s. 6d.; “FRIEND OF SLOPER,” 5s8.; W. H. 
BROOKS, 2d. ; ‘EST rs ene 6d. : F. W. H. (Acton), 2s. 6d. ; LILY and 
JOHN, 18.3 F >; “ WISHES FOR SUCCESS," Is.; E, WILSON, 6d. ; 
= SOUTHAMPTON, 5s.; “CAMDEN PREsS,” 78. 6d.; P. T. GILLATE, 6d.; 
ALLY SLOPER, Esq., £2. 


Making a total received up to February 24th, 1891—£331 4 4s, 10}d. 
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TRY NOT TO THINK OF IT! 


MORTAL with grief to bear, 

Try not to think of it! 
Haunted by horrid Care, 

Try not to think of it! 
Friends have their love foraworn? 
Wealth from your grasp is torn! 
Earth of its joys is shorn? 

Try not to think of it ! 


Care will anon depart— 

Try uot to think of it! 
Fretting augments the smart— 
Try not to think of it! 

Grief, if you scorn to brood 
O'er it in doleful mood, 
Sooner will be tabooed — 
Try not to think of it! 


——__>—__— 


A REFLECTION. 


THERE are times when A. SLOPER falls into moods of thought 
and reflection, and the latest philosophic conclusion he has arrived 
at is that, of ‘all classes of men, none work so hard as the needy 
agriculturist and the brainy editor. The tiller of the soil, after the | 
day's labour in the fields, usually finds on reaching home that some 
water wants drawing or some wood needs chopping, whilst the 
editor has no sooner seen one edition of his paper fairly into 
Smith's carts than he has to begin to rack his brain to invent 
truthful stories for the next issue. Like the enterprising young 
fellow who got up a receipe of zoedone and gas-tar for delirium 
tremens, A. SLOPER knows j it to be true, for he has tried it. 


YOUNG M AN, aged 23, in good position, fair, medium height, 

and good-looking, desires to correspond with young lady. Please inclose 
photo, in confidence, to be returned or exchanged. Address—* HARRY,” Tootsie's 
Matrimonial Agency. 


QUEENIE, , aged 20, fair, medium height, wishes to correspond 
with a gentleman with view to matrimony. He must be tall and dark, 
from 24 to 26 years of age. Must be ofa loving disposition. Please send photo, 
Whict Lewitt be Teturned, Ac tresa = “Qe EENIF," " Tootale’s Matrimonial Agency. 


A B ACHE L OR, wishing to change his present state of single- 
hess, would like to correspond with young lady. Advertiser is 23 years of 


age, tall, fair and of genial disposition. Address—“ VICTOR,” Tootsie's Matri- 
monial Agency, 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


How to post twenty-two letters to a friend for one halfpenny— 
By posting “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” Just you try it. 

“WHAT'S the diff. between Jubilee Sloper in his sixth month and 
a tired pedestrian ?—One longed to walk; the other walked too 
long. 

THE FUN OF THE FAIn—Any number of a comic contemporary 
which belon z3 to. A young lady. 

Mr. C8. P. is said to have called his former allies “hounds.” 
Did he mean “Fox "-hounds ? 

Wy is the Lyceum not the Lyceum ?—Because it is the Terriss 
(Terry's) Theatre. 


Impressive anees? and clear— 
Was roaring out delightedly— 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
OLO MARTIN’S MYSTERY. 


THE STORY OF A FLEET STREET GHOUL's GOODNESS. 
patios 


CHAPTER 1.—( Continued), 

Bot such a feast only came at long intervals, And just now the 
Ghoul business was as tat as ditch water. Parliament was sitting, 
there was a sensational 
divorce case on, Chili 
had revolted, somebody 
on the Continent had 
discovered «a new cure 
for sneezing, and the 
sub-editors were down to 
& man on Ghouls in 
general. 

It was a bad time for 
Ghouls. 

And Jack Spence was 
plodding round, wishing 
to goodness someone 
would) organise a nice 
murder, or would have 
sutticient charity in his 
composition as to com- 
mit an unusual sort of 
suicide — blow cut his 
brains with a watering 
pan or poison himseif 
with somebody's soap— 
any method ‘that was 
novel would do. 

Jack even thought of 
committing suicide him- 
self, butthen he retlected 
that he wouldn't be ina 
condition to work up the 
details and reap the 
benetit of his enterprise. 

For Jack got a penny 
aline from most papers 
and three halfpence 
from the Zimes for 
specials he was fortunate enough to get accepted. 


Suictdal thoughts. 


CHAPTER II. 


JacK SPENCE was a cautious Ghoul. He had two shillings in 
his pocket, and felt that a nice supper would do him good, But 
he also knew that if he ate that two shillings that night he might 
go hungry to-morrow. If he could pick up a nice paragraph of 
twenty-four lines or so, and get it into two papers, he mentaily 
decided that he would. there and then, indulge in hot tripe, with a 
go of rum hot on top, which would leave elevenpence wherewith 
to face the rising sun. If he got no paragraph, he was doomed to 
a hot coffee and twopence worth of exceedingly tilling mystery 
called a mutton-pie. 

The chance of a paragraph was thin. He had only one call to 
make —a district police 
station, and if there were 
nothing likely there, he 
might order his pie at 
once, 

And as he plodded 
dong, he built castles in 
theair, Hethought what 
tnice thing it would be 
if there was a superior 
shastly murder of a wo- 
man and four children, 
and a suicide of the mur- 
derer; and he cast up in 
his mind's eye how he 
would writeit up. Seven 
or eight lines could be 
devoted to the blocd-be- 
spattered walls; then it 
would, ‘perhaps, be pre- 
ferable if one of the chil- 
dren could be found un- 
der the bed, another lying 
at the fire-place, and the 
others in bed. If they 
were all in bed, it would 
not give so much room 
for descriptive detail. 
The fact that the victims 
were scattered promis- 
cuous like about the room 
would five variety to the 
general effect, and would 
afford such sco for 
theorising as to the cir- 
cumstances of the trage- 
dy, that no sub- editor, 
who knew his business and had plenty of space, would venture to 
cut the matter down. 

Then Jack, with his nose on the level of the street pavement, said, 
“Damn!” 

Probably Alanaschar made a remark to a similar effect when he 
concluded that chinaware transaction, but if he did the editors of 
the Revised Version have left it out. It would have been a most 
c omlorting thing to have said in such circumstances, however, and 
Jack S bal pos said it when he and his sauguinary castle in the air 
toppled over together. 

ack had tripped overa head of feet which joined a pair of legs 
attached toa body topped by an old head. Jack looked at the old 
man and said— 

“What do you mean by sticking out your hoofs in that way?” 

“Tam acold uld man!’ 


Building castles in the air. 


‘Trtpped over a pair of feet. 


“You'll be a dead old man if you sit there long,” said Jack. 
“Why don’t you go home?” 
“Haven't gota home : haven't tasted anything all day, I'm tired.” 
(20 be continued next weel.) 


20 
THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 193.—MR. ALFRED MALTBY, F.O.S. 

“Asa boy the summit of Alfred Maltby's ambition was to be 
& man and actor. And as a man anid actor it is our hero's 
ereatest ambition to be an angel. So are we never satisfied. 
Whatever difficulties have been surmounted to establish a 
Foasen which at one period it seemed impossible to attain, yet 
ave we never done grumbling ; it is part and parcel of the 
British disposition, Alfred Maltby is a typical Englishman, 
therefore a grumbler, born, goodness knows where, and educated 
at nowhere in particular. Our hero, at a very early age, showed 
that precocionsness of disposition which somehow seems to go 
hand in hand with budding genius. Obstinate toan almost obnox- 
ious extent, Alfred, much against his parents’ wishes, would insist 
upon living in a dog kennel, and was never happier than when, 
with a chain round his neck, and a muzzle to his mouth, he was 
taken out by his father. At the age of fifteen the disobedient 
youth bolted from home, leaving a note behind him stating he 
iad gone to be an actor. This announcement almost drove his 
Parents frantic. They had a strange antipathy to the stage, 
and for years had endeavoured to instil into our hero's mind the 
same detestation of things dramatic ; but in vain, as it turned 
out, for when they next heard, from him, it was as a full-fledged 
actor, Chiefly because he is a genuine comedian, our hero was 
created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to 

him, March 16th, 1489,"—Jebrett Improved, 


SHE WITHERED HIM. 
She. Of course you've seen /vanhoe, Mr. Podger? 
He, ‘M—well, can't say I have; fact is, J’'rean owe at my 
tailor’s, and haven't been able to muster a dress suit. 


Reach) 
a 


VD 


JACK’S RETURN. 
Absence makes the heart grow fonder—of somebody else. 


ANOTHER SCIENTIFIC NOTE. 
A block in perspective. 


Se AEE REL ET I = gettin 
London : Printed by DALZIEL BROTHERS, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published by tue Proprictor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.0.—Saturday, March 7, 1891, 


HIS LEGACY. 


Son, But, father, you did not intend — 


Gouty Parent (whose comfort son has interfered with by treading heavily on the floor). Don't father me! Get 
out, sir! get—I'll disinherit you; I'll cut you off with nothing! No,d—n me, sir! I'll leave you something ; 


you shall have my gout. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


$ 


t a a+ 
Where are you going, m es maid?” 
“To ‘The Sloperies, ard en Ay 


A LITTLE MISUNDERSTANDING. 


(1). Ol Sixanate, the lawyer, was always under the impression that he was the 
proud owner of the only thoronghbred Jamboree terrier in the town. Asa matter of 
fact, Captain Bounder, of the Henry Razzledazzlers, also possessed one of these 
beautiful animals—(2). And one morning as he happened to be walking behind 
the lawyer, the latter's terrier made tracks into a butcher's shop, and Bounder’s dog 
was about to follow when he checked it with a cut of the whip. Sixanate heard the 
yelp, and turned round, furious—(3). “What the d—1 do you mean by striking 
that dog, sir? How dare you!” he shouted. “ What the Hades is it to you, you old 
scarecrow ?" roared Bounder ; “I'll strike you too, jolly hard, if you don't take your 


CONSIDERATE-VERY! 


a4 


Villa gardening commences—Doan't 'e mind me, zur ; yon bean't in my way. 


BAL 


fist out of my nose!” “Come on!” bawled the lawyer.—-(4). Then the music 
began, and the sport waxed fast and furious. Fragments of the combatants filled 
the air. The betting on both men was at evens, (5). It was when they were 
taking a rest at the end of the 150th round that they observed a small dog and a 
mutton chop hastily leaving a butcher's premises followed by a foot encased in a hob- 
nailed boot. Then it dawned upon Sixanate that perhaps he had been somewhat 
premature, and that he was not the only possessor of a Jamboree, and he tendered an 
apology to Bounder, “ Pray don't mention‘it, old cock !" said the gallant Captain. 
“ The most enjoyable morning that I've spent for 1 don’t know how long, I assure you!” 


1S THE SECRET. 


OURS 


Seen from the top of the "bus morning at 8 precisely !—Which ‘bus? 
Oh, ah! I daresay! Wouldn't you baie know? eee 


